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Scinkloc Time.

,ml(s like '1st must bo spankln' 't our house
once In n while,

Sumpln' ruthf r happens-1- 'a says : "Can't
nllers slug an' smile;

There'. time for orl(ln-- . plnyln'. cryln'." Hut
It seems to me

I could It so's -- ii.mUIn' hadn't ought
to be.

Perhaps It'snanghty words-li- ve los 'M can't
be preucherlled:

Or lammed n calf Cat wouldn't drive to pas.
lure) In the side:

Or ma !e n 'luttcr mill Instead to Sunday--

school;

Or clean forgot an' blned u fellow- - 'gainst the
golden rule.

Or sumplii' else 'lit grain vou by the thro.it or
hand, an' then,

ll.f.iNxnii tlilnlr I in thlni. Ik lmif 'lit. lllliln't

1"" ought to be'n;
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or mat be diiv
bound to come. In spite of what trow n folks

may do or say.

Then ma. she tightens up her lips an" says:

"Como here, my son."
An' grandma wipes her specs an' knits an" knits

an' knits like fun.
An' sis runs Ui the tied, an' covers up her face

an' head.
An' pa goes out to fetch some wood or kindling

from the shed.

An' then thing hnpien. as I said, "at hadn't
ought Ih'bu --

No use deicrlhin' 'em to folks 'at knows like

jou an' me;
ThouKh ma saj it for these very things hereaf ler

she'll bo thanked
What do t do at spankln' time Why. I'm the

one at's spanked.
-- Kansas City Star.

The man who writes books climbs to fame.
And reads In print his glorious name.
Whv. then, do not fame's cymbals clash
Tor men who buy those books for cash

I'oets who lasting marble seek
Must know much Latin and more (Jreek:

Itut those the magazines affect
Must scare up sonic new dialect.

NO. 33.

Silent on Others' Faults.

She's u very charming woman.
That Is, as charmers go;

And no one ever hears her
Dispensing tales of woe.

As to her neighbors' doings
She invariably keeps mum

I'crhups the reason of it Is

localise she's deaf and dumb.
Chicago News.

The House by the Side of the Rod.

There are hermit souls that lite withdrawn
In the place of their self content?

There are souls, like stars, that dwell apart
In a fellowless firmament;

There nre pioneer souls that blaze their paths
Where highways never run

Hut let mo Ihe by the side of the road
And be a friend to man.

Let me live by the side of the road.
Where the race of men go by

The men w ho are good and the men u ho are bail.
As good and bad us I.

I would not sit in the scorncr's seat.
Or hurl the cynic's ban-L- et

me lite In the house by the side of the road
And be a friend to man.

I know there are meadows
uhead,

And mountains of wearisome height:
That the road passes on through the long

afternoon
And stretches uwuy to the night.

Hut still I rejoice when the travelers rejoice
And weep with the strangers that moan.

Nor live In my house b the side of the road
Like a man who dwells alone.

Let me live In my house by the side of the road
Where the race of men pass by

They nre gool, they are b.ul. they are wea't.
they are strong.

Wise, foolish, uud so am I.
Then why should I sit in the scorner's seat

Or hurl thecjnlc's b.in
Let mc live In my house by the side of the road

And be a friend to man.
Sam Walter Koss.

The tramp sal on the farmer's fence."

And made u happy sigh;

Ills life seemed full of rosy tints.
Por he was full of pie.


